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Miſcellany Poems. 


—_—_— 


_—_ 


Oar "CP 


| Mortality. 
. * Eneath” the Covert of a Grove, | 
Frequented much by men in Love, + 
* Careleſs and ſupinely laid, | 
I rook my Lute and on it plaid; 
Of Love's ſoft Paſſion did I Sing, 
And Cupid, Love's Almighty King ; - 
When lo. a String that wou'd have ſpoke, 
O'tf ſudden crack'd, and-lighing broke; 
It broke, and ſaid, (methoughts) to me, 
Thiak of thy own Mortality, —— 


ti 


PR" "I —— 
—— 
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co 


\ of Morning Thought ,- occaſion'd” by the earty 
dinging of a Lark. | 


F Ark! hark ! my Soul!— Let the early Birds © 
1] inſpire | | 
Thy groveling Thoughts with pure Celeſtial Fire, 
Who from their temp'rate Sleep awake, and pay 
Their thankful Anthems for the new-born Day. 
| A #3 | Seg, 
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Sce, how the tuneful Lark is mounted high ! 

And Poet-like falutes the Eaftern Sky ; 

Azrora's Beauties in his Song does praiſe , 

And calls the bluſhing Dame to hear his Lays. | 
But Map (more void of Gratirgdc Js; awakes, 

And gives no thanks for that TweetReſthe takes ; 

Looks on the chearful Sun's new-kindled Flame, 

Without one thought of Him from whomitcame. 

Thus does th' unhallow'd Wretch the Day begin ; 


Shakes off his Sleep, but {hal ES not off his Sin! 
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Seeing Her with bs y Flr tiſe. £ 


Uch was fair Eve, whth GR by Adam's fide 


- The kind Creator laid His new- form'd Bride ; 
And like tim, 4 web Love and Wonder ftrack, 
- On Mais's unafſe@ed Bedtities/look ; * 


W hich gain Efreſh uftre from 
Her naked Breafts, and he BD. 
W hoſe winding Treſſes do\yn her 
As gentle Stfeams in flow ry: Valic ies 
A finiſh'd Beauty needs no fttidi 
No coſtly Ornamentsto conquer Hearts; 

| Thoſe only take the Eye, bit neet can moye 
The inward Soul to Extaſy and Love. 

The. Sz tiumſelf appedrs'but half Divine, 

Nor does with ſuch prevailing Luſtre ſhine, * 
When compaſs'd round with all his Robes of State, 


this careleſs ay 
r 8b Hair; FE. 


_ The 475298 wraue of Clonds that on him wait. 


The 
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oo» HO. | 
The Roſe Anacreon Ode 5th, Lib, FI 


| Ws Roſes now my Friends prepare, 
g Roſes cn ſo lovely are, ” | 
Which Yeams;loves;.to ber let's joyna 
The jolly Bazthus, God of Wine ; 
Of Wine, which Beauty does improve, 
And*add new Vigour to our Love. . - 
Freſh Roſes.'bout.our Temples bind, 
- For harmleſs Mirth" our Life's deſign 'd. 
The Roſes ſmiley .and bid us too 
Drink Wine, as they drink Pearly Dew. 
The Roſe iFfare the faireſt, Thing, 
That does adorn the-gaudy Spring. 
The Gods themſelves the Roſe do prize 
The Pride and Glory of the Skies; , 
For all cheir Gardens-cannot ſhow ' * © 4 © 
' A Flow'r that does beyond it ga. "0 
And Cupid, when he wou'd be ns 
To ſport among the.am'*rous Nine, _ 
Garlands made of blowing Roſes - _ 
'T' adorn his Head, the Boy compoſes. © 
Hither then my Mae bring, + 
With Roſes crown me, and I'll ſing, 
Great Bacchus, thy eternal Praile, _. 
In fitting Numbers, 1 rightly Lays. 


4 wa Lying 


= (4) 
Lying at ber Feet. 


| His Poſture, and theſe Tears, which Heav'n 

wou'd move, 
In vain T uſe in favour of my Love: 
For whilſt thus proſtrate ar her Feet I lye, 
Like ſome fair Rock ſhe ſtands , which plac'd on 

 , thigh, 

LILIES deaf to thoſe ſad Murmurs, which below 
The Plaintive'Riv'lets utter as they flow. 


AA —_— 


: Milanchoh, 


þ 2 


Fyyyion: this manly Paſſion of the' Mind; 
Welcome chou only Parent ved ſound 


Senſe,  . 
In whom alone we ſolid Pleaſures find, 
 Accompani'd with peaceful Innocence: 
Welcome thou private'Darling of my Breaſt, 
In whoſe ſofr Arms ow) 7 gen Soul may reſt. 


Thou Miſtreſs of zelightf Ne 
Fhou real (not imaginary) Mu, 
That doſt ſuch Strains of ſolemn Melody 
+. 'Intothe thoughtful Writer's heart infuſe. 
Thou genuine Offspring of pale Satzrz's Ray, 
That ___ to our dark Minds a welcome Day. 


Hl. The 


4-3 


En 2» | 

The Man that ſhall attempt to paint Thee right, 

Muſt have a Fancy by thy ſelf inſpir'd. 
The Vulgar place Thee in fo falſe a Light, | 

W hich makes thy Beauties by ſo few admir'd. 
How very much miſtaken they, that call 
Thee but a Madneſs Enthuſiaſtical ! 

| _ TY. 

As well right Sterling-wit they may define 

'To be a Farce of Words Atheiſtical; 
Or the wild Fancies of intemp'rate Wine : 

And ſolid Wiſdom they as well may call 
Stupidity : Or a {ad dejected Face, 
The certain Token of Celeſtial Grace. 


V. * 
With Thee the wiſeſt of all Ages dwell, ; 
\Rapt with the Tranſports of thy Company, .. _ 
And in the*dark Receſſes-of a-Cell, jo Fl 
Draw Mental-Light from deep Philoſophy. 
Thou modeſt (therefore wiſe) Companion , 
That never yet in-buſy-Crouds was known ! 
" | on & 4" _ 
Thy Lovers thou doſt {o iftirely bleſs, . 
j That, having thee, they nothing ſeem to want ; 
The Soul that thou do'ſt with thy ſelf polſleſs, 
Can make no Wiſhes fo extravagant; 
Bur what thy own rich Bounty can beltow ; 
For thence it's very Thoughts and Wiſhes flow. 


(6) 


VII. x 

O that I might whole Ages thee enjoy ! 

Spend all my Lite in thy ſweet Golden Dreams, 
Feed on thy Charms, whoſe Blefling ne'er can cloy, 

Andſeoth.myſullen Soul with pleaſing Themes; 
Lulldin'thy downy Boſom ſleep away 
This Life's Fatigue, ,and wait a better Day ! 

- VIII. . 

. So when the roygh unruly Ocean roars, 

And fighting Winds diſturb both Sea and Sky ; 
Aloft the weary, Maſt-boy ſitting ſaores, 

Senflefs of all the-many Dangers nigh; 
Waking at laſt from his diverting Sleep, - 
Finds all things ſmile, and:calmaeſs on the Deep. 


. 0 ; ; ' . 
5 * . 8 * | _ 
> 444.3 To Mr. T----- playing: a Voluntary. 
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4 . Does with ſach-ſeeming eaſe command ; 


His Finge vance, 
>the] /Miufi k dance: 


e . whole, 
had a Soul, © 


The 


| 


(3 


The Requeſt. - 


© [. 
TOR Heav'ns fake, Madam, let me crave, 
That you my dying Heart would fave ! 
For other Remedies are all in'vain, 
Vain as my Le, unequal to my Pain. 
b TT. 
Ofc by Diſdain, oft by Deſpair, 
I tri'd to overcome my Care; : 
| But, ah! the Wound too tender was for theſe, 
And did require ſome gentler. Remedies. 
-— a.” ” 
Then penſively I went to one, 
That wond'rous Cures in Love had done, 
W ho knew what topreſcribe for each Dilcaſe, 
And how to,give S Wppeleſs Lover caſe. 
My Heart TI ſhew'd him, told my Grief, 
And begg'd for Love's fake ſome Relief; 
Then he with Pity movd, told me, that T 
Muſt to my. Wound _ coſtly Balm apply. 


We 

Co to the fair Oxe ſpeedily, 

And from her beg a hearty Sigh ; 
Then ask a dimpled Smile, and briny Tear, 
All which into a Myſtick Salve prepare: 

VI. 
And gently do the Balſam -pour 
Into each Gaſh-and bleeding Pore. 


| | 


(8) 


And this, with Faith and ardent Pray'rs to Love, 
May heal your Wound, and deadly Pain remoye. 
| VII. 
Then cruel fair Oxe don't deny 
To give me one poor parting Sigh ; 
A Smile too, and a pitying Tear beſtow ; - 
W hat Love denies, at Jeaſt let Mercy do. | 


| kT 


Masking ber ſelf when ſhe {mil'd. 


O when the Sz with his Meridian Light, 
i ) Too fiercely darts upon our feeble Sight ; 
We thank th? officious Cloud, by whole kind aid |. 
We view his Glory, lefſen'd in a ſhade. | 


| That long had it for mab \ 
Experienc'd Damon dic -— 


Alas! you can no Pleaſure prove, 

. Whilſt thus you wander 1n your Love, 

And wantonly ore all the V allies rove. 
IIL. 

Fix then the Aim of your Deſire, 

And to ſome one fair Nymph aſpire; 

Tho Chaſt, ſhe 1] melt with conſtant Fire. 


Primitive 


ve, 


1d 


(9) 


Primitive Love. 


| I; 
That we could the Goldez Age retrieve | 
() That Scene of pureſt Innocence : . 
Then might I ask, and ſhe conſenting give 
My conſtant Love a « On 
When all gave car to Nature's kind advice, 
Their Love was {imple as their Dreſs ; 
No long delays the Lovers us'd, no forc'd diſguiſe, 
Bur glori'd in their - alednels. 
| | II. 
No precious Time in idle Cougtth 
The Youth look'd kindly on the*Dame, 
And ſhe too thought it far-more innocent 
Toown, than to caneeal her Flame. 
; I'V: 
Each Virgin gay, like our great Parent Earth, 
Grew pregnant without tedious Art, 


_ | Whea Seeds of Love withſuch an eaſy Birth, 


Sprung up'ga ev'ry tender Heart. 
; V 


New uncouthways to Love and Death we find, 
Ah! fruitleſs Curioſity; | 

Whea both by wiſer Nature were deſign'd 
Man's Bleſhag, not his Miſery. 


On 


"ES 


On the tk Verle of the Second Chap- | 


ter of Eccleft aſtes, 


| Then I looked oz all the works that my bands had| 
wrought ,, and on the labour. that I had labours| 
ed to do, and, behold all was vanity and wexa-| 


tion of ſpirit ; and there was no profit under the 


ſun. 
A E theſe Fog Effet! ? Isthis thed all 1 gain 


In recompence for all my tediouſ'Pain ? 
Have I for thigggeil'd out-a tireſome Age ,: 
And plaid the Drudge upon this buſy Etage ? 
Is my expeCtted# Suk i but Miſery ? 
And all my Labowei 
Honour and Welth F always did diſdain, 
| But never aream d my Legrnaingt00-was vain ! 
Many a filent Night and loneſome Day, 
In queſt of Knowledge have Lthrawmraway : 
Far, wong'rous far I caſt my curious Eye 
Back on paſt Ages: of Antiquity ; 4 
Much of -our Prefeceſſars had -I'mead; 
Was well acquainted with the mighty Dead. 
Deep intq Nature's Secrets did 1 'pry , 
| Solv'd her dark Riddles; oft have I told her ny 
The drudging' and-labortous Sup 
' Does round his, Annudl Circle ryn; 
How to this Globe of Earth he does convey 


Alternately the Courſe of i and Day ; 


How's 


þ 


CAS 3 . 
* How's Coxcubine the Moon brings to his Bed, 
By conſtant Change a Monthly Maidenhead ; 
How all their bright innum*rous Progeny 
Keep their due Order 1n the vaulted Sky, q 
The Younger crouding up the Galaxy. 
Then did 1 caſt my. Byes on things below, 
Learnt whythe Ocear's Waves ſhould ebb and flow; 
And for what noble End, Hhat-glorious Uſe 
| Th' Almighty did the valt -.. -/athan produce. 
The Nature of cach var. CY /aat] tound, 
Knew well each Flows. bbs :utifies the Ground. 
\ With care Lſcarch'd th: [2a bs. 1 pregnantWomb, 
Saw how th? inliven? | Seeds to £ ature come ;; 
And how bright P' -b#s with * ;ilded Ray, 
Turn'd into pre” us Oar the ordid Clay; 
In ſhort, whatever was in th?-reach of Man, - 
All that I knew ,-and is.all tharbut vain? 
No! 'tis but Vanity in'a high degree, e 


Bur trifling, fooh{h Curioſity ; - 

And lo, the end thereof is Milcry ! 
Fromall my,Folly;this fad tr _ : know, 

W hat 1gnorantly we call Bliſs below , 

Is certainly a Curſe , by Heav'n delign'd 

To puniſh. inſglent, pragmatical Mankind. 

Wenn, Power, Honour, Knowledge ; whatare 
theſe? 

Meer childiſh Toys, that cy Infant-Soiil may 
pleaſe ; | 


_ 


—_— 


* Here I mzke bold to contradi& the Ancient Mythology; for 


1 never ſaw the Sun and Mooz any way elle related than as Brother 
and Siſter 3 in the Greek and Latm-Poets. 


But 


© | ( 12) 


But when ſhe does refleQt, and let in Day, 
. The trifling Phantoms dwindle quite away; 

. Straight the Chimera's vaniih, {witr they fly, 
Like empty Clouds before bright Reaſox's Eye. 
For Riches, . when conſider'd, are but Cares, 

And Pow*rs high Throne is tols'd with conſtant 
Fears ; 


| Fame's but a Bubble, {welFd wich th' Breath of | 


Man | 
Daſh'd by an adverſe Baſt to Nought again. 
greateſt Curſe of all £ 


Knowledge ;—oh'that: 
Of mortal Plagues the*Fand Original * + 
None climb the fatal Tree'without a fall. 
Tn vain, alas! weibuild our Babe/ high ; 
In vain from Seas of-Ignorance we fly ; 
' For with ſcornfuÞ {mile juſt Heav'n looks down, 
Strikes the learn'd' Builders with Conf ufron. 
As Life to Death inevitably flows, 
So all (og Knowledge terminates iniWoes. » 
| Well then—upon the whoke- what do weſke | 
Beneath the. Cope of Heav'n,: but Vanity? 
What is this'MYcelany Ecene of Life, 
_ . Crouded with {uth variety of Griet? 
” *'Tis all one jdfring heap of Miferyy/ 
Which the firft Chaos did but Fypiy. 
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Virginibus Pueriſque canto. Hor. Ode 1. Lib. 3. 
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THE 


CURE of LOVE 


| HAT Naſo, Love's great Prophet 
| | | and his Slave, | 
To Rome in ſmooth harmonious 


| Verſes gave, 

In Briciſh Numbers (that abruptly flow 
As Albion's Streams down craggy Mountains do) 
Lo, I attempt. And thou propitious Muſe, 
That did' the wond'rous Secret firſt infuſe 
Into his Breaſt, vouchſate now to inſpire 
My youthful Song with the fame heav'nly Fire; 
Say what may tame the impetuous force of Love; 
What pow'rful Charm the ſmiling {# remove. 
Say how the Captive Touth himſelf may free; 
And dying Maid regain her Liberty ; 
Or how th? untainted, e'er it be too late jg 
May arm himſelf againſt a Lover's fate. 
But now, methinks, the fair Ozes of our Iſle 
Mock my vain Labour with a ſcornſul Smile. 
"Tis true indeed, ſuch pow'rful Charms they have, 
As wou'd the moſt averſe to Love iaſſave ; 
Make the cold Hermit 'glow wirh inward Fire, 
And in his Cell tranſporting Joys defire. | 
More finiſh'd Beauties never were defign'd 

; By Painter's Fencil, or rich Poe:'s Mind ; 


B- Jo 


ce a NE OR Ne EOS 
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| ( 16 ) 
So deeply skill'd in the inchanting Arts 
Of kindling Love, and captivating Hearts. 
Not that I woud their Enmpire quite deſtroy, 
Or take from Beauty all its promis'd Toy : 
I only wou'd ſuppreſs its Tyranny, 
® And have it conquer without Cruelty. 
Beauty ſhould like a blazing Comer riſe, | 
Excite our Wonder, and attract our Eyes ; | 
Bur then its Luſtre never ſhould diſpence | 
O're ev'ry Heart a baneful Influence. 
It prieves me when I ſee th uawary Young, 
By Nature form'd all healthy, gay, and ſtrong, ' 
Nouriſh a Viper 1n their tortfur'd Breaft, 
- Which with inceſſant Gnawings break their Reſt ; 
See the freſh Roſes from their Cheeks decay, 
And all cheir youthful Vigour pine away. 
Nay, the moſt daring, moſt Heroick Mind, 
Intangled in Love's Snares too oft we find: 
Whether 'tis caus'd by that more ſprightly Heat, 
That does his boiling Spirits animate 
Or whether Czpid takes more Pride t in{lave 
'The gen'rous Souls and Courage of the Brave. 
W hen therefore the tirft Symptoms in yourBrealt | 
Begin your wonted. Quiet to moleſt, 
When Infant-fighs,'like Unfledg'd: winds, begin 
With gentle Breath to kindle Fire withia ; (play, 
When ſpringing warmth around your Heart does 
 Anda,new Motion through your Blood-convey ; 
Thea ftraight the Undermining-Foe ſurprize , 
And quell him, e're he can have time to riſe. 
Deltroy the ſhapeleſs Embrio, ere it be 
Endu'd with Form and full Maturity. 


Call } 


CY m 
Call ſober Reaſon timely to your Aid, | 
And reſt not till you have the Spirit aid. 
Had this been done by the Phzniciar Queen, , 
Eneas never had her Ruin been. | 
But whilſt ſhe with her Siſter does debate, - 
And with her Husband's Shades expoſtulate, 
Her growing Paſſions like thick viſts ariſe, 
Delude her Soul, and dance before her Eyes. 
See, now ſhe's loſt, bewilder'd in her way; 
She takes no Sleep by Night, nor Reit by Day; $54 
But thinks it tedious vital Ay to Breathe, 
And there appears no preſcat Eaſe but Death ; 
Death in the form of Love, all over Fire, _, 
Is what her raging Fury does require , | £ 
Where Life and Love together may expire. 
Bur if by thoughtleſs Inadvertency, 

The firſt aol beſt Occaſion you pals by, 
And the Diſeaſe has taken now firm hold 
Of all within, and grown by uſe more bold : 
*T will coſt you then much Diligence and Art 
To eaſe the Throbbings of your ſickly Heart, 
By flow degrees you muſt your Peace ſecure; + | 
And time; which made the Wqund, muſt bring 
the Cure, 
Stop not your Tide of Love with ſudden force, 
But for a while give way uato its Courſe ; 
For Rage reliſted does unruly grow, 
And ſcorns beneath the ſervile Yoke to bow. 
Oft have I ſeen a Flood, expanded wide, 
_ Oferdown-hill Meads with even Waters glide ; 

Whea with a Mound if we but urge its ſtay, 


Proudly it ſwells, and ſweeps all clean away. 
B ; _ Give 


" Ya 


( 18 ) 
Give then the Reins, if fierce your Paſſion prove ; 
Nor with cool Reaſon combat burning Love; 
Like difagreeing Elements they jar, 
When e're they 1 meet, proclaiming open War. 
W air then a fitcer opportunity, 
And in'due time theſe Remedies apply. 

Of ail thoſe Ws, that from unlucky Fate 
Have pow r the {irongeſt Souls t emaſculate, 
None worſe than {lothful Eaſe, which to avoid, 
Intznt on Buſineſs, keep your ſelf imploy'd ; 
Buſineſs! the greateſt Enemy to Love: ': 
- BuſineG!- that does all wanton Thoughts remove; 
But.Oyl the Flame, and Fuel feeds the Fire, 
And Lazineſs-increaſes fond Deſire. 
Since then the World affords variety, 
| Your ſelf ro ſome diverting Task apply. 

Tf that your Soul be fill'd with Martial Rage, 
And boldly dares in th" open Field ingage, 

Oh! teave your Mſtreſs, and your Narive Soyl, 
Andin bright Arms ſuſtain Heroick Toil ; _ 
Inflam'd with Hanour to the Camp be gone, 
And follow where great\Naſſau' leads you on. 
| There oache duſty Plain with Labour [weat, 
Patient of W:zter's Coid, and Summer's Heat: ; 
For England's Peace undauntedly'advance, | 
And reach Subjection to Aſpiring Fraxce. 

Qh! who would thiak of am'zous foohiſh Toys, , 
Amidff the heat of Fighr and Warlike Noiſe! 
W hen the fierce Steed does from his Eyes dart Fire, 
And from his furiousNoſtrils ſ\mokeexpire!(found, 
When rattling Drums and - ecchoing Trumpets 
Rouſe Jong up, and Ow Pears confound. 


j The 


( 19 , | 


The Tempeſt paſt, Appears falr Vidtorg 

| Like Vena, rifing trom-a ftormy Sea :* 

On th' Ez2lifþ Standard fee {hz > hs alight 

And gladly fixes there her coubttul | $ light,” 

10 Britania, Iv Peaa ling 

| Whole Groves of Verdan oy hither } bring, £ | 

Crowa thy brave Jouth and tliy. victorious Kins 

- .  Batif you dread the War 5 tempettuous Breath, | 
| And care,nat for the bloody Trade of De:;4; 

Perhaps j iogentous Curiotity _ 

May tempt you ore the Limits of our Sea ; 

Since wile, Mea by forciza Converſe fad 

Their Knowledge, and rhew Manners too, refia'd, 

By reading Mea they ſounder LEearwing gaing 

Than thoſe, who muſty Voitmes entertatn. 

Beſides, what Satisfaction tis, to ſee 

The Monuments of fam'd Antiquity : 

- Here a valt Pyramid (through roiling Years , 

. Free from th 10jurzous hand of I ime). appears; 

Inferib'd with Antique CharaQers, to tell 

What mighty. Monarch rais'd the Hliracle : 

Deep 1a the Earth its firm Foundation iis, 

Its Head|doth ſeem to prop.th.impending Skies, 

W ho could-but view with Wonder and Ds! ioht, 

The moſt Rtupendious Bebe/s impious Height! I. 

Oc huge Coloſſm, whoſe Gigzantick Stride 

Preſs'd dowa th' aſpiring Rocks, and aw'dth' im- 

petuous iT ide! ' 

Each day affords new. QbjeQs to the Eye, 

' Delighting Fancy with variety : 

New Earth appears, ſuſpended in new Skics, 


Aud dff *rent- Stars in diff regt Countries riſe. 
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( 20 ) 
The change of Scenes. ſets off the tedious Play, 
And rakes the dull Fatigue of Life away. 
But you perhaps may think th' Advice ſevere, 
Not ſuiting with a dying Lover's Care. 
T muſt confeſs, from what one loves, to part, 
Would almoſt break the moſt obdurate Heart ; 
But yet at firſt ſome Pain you muſt endure; | 
A ſore Diſeaſe demands no eaſy Cure. 
You muſt tug hard before you break the Chain, 
That does the freedom of your Soul reſtrain ; 
For Love will thouſand fair Pretences make, 
And for your ftay will all occaſions take ; 
The Weather's bad, the Wind is very high; 
Who knows what dangers in the Sea may lye ? 
Your very Feet will treachrous to you prove, 
Unwilling from the Threſhold to remove; 
And now at' parting, the expiring Flame - 
Will larger grow — 
But break th” Inchantment with a firm. reſolve, 
And Sampſon-like the {laviſh Ties diſſolve. 
W hen going, 4urn not back your longing Eyes £ 


On the fair Obje&, which your Heart does prize, & 
 Forin a farewel-glance ſtrong Magick lies; 
 Tho' the relentiog Dame ſhould kinder prove, 
And promiſe to-reward your ſuff ring Love; 
Nay, tho? ſhe beat her ſaowy Breaſts, and ſpread 
- her Arms, - OS 
And praQice all the cunning Sexes Charms, , 
* ag her not ; tho' Virgins Tears (they ſay) 
Have pow'r the Rage of Tygers to allay. 
_ Alas, deſpairing Circe / all ehy Art 
And pow'rful Magick cou'd not keep the _ 
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Of wiſe Ulyſſes; deaf to all thy Cries, 
He quits the Shore, and ploughs the watry Skies. 
Oh! whither (ſaid ſhe) whicher would(t fo faſt ? 
Why from theſe eager Arms doſt make ſuch 
haſte ? 
Stay bur one moment— and II charm the Seas, 
And by my skill th' outragious Winds appeal. 
But rather truſt to the tempeſtuous Main, 
Then undergo a Lover's racking Pain: 
And tho' there's dread in-e*ery yawning Wave, 
Yet raging Flames not half their Mercy have 
Nor Lightning, darred by an angry Fove, 
Has pow'r of ſcorching like the Fire of Love. 

* Bur if Aﬀairs of greater weight demand, 
'You ſhou'd not leave your Home or Native Land; 
Within the Circuit of this Iſle there are 
Imployments may divert a Lover's care. 
Some to the fam'd 4ugu/ta's Inns withdraw, 
Delighted with the Knowledge of the Law; © 
?Tis fine to learn the Rules of Equity, 
And ſtudy Juſtice moſt impartially ; - | 
To plead the Orphan's Cauſe with Eloquence, 
And right the Tears of injur'd Innocence. 

But if your Soul to Wiſdom does aſpire, 
And univerſal Knowledge you deſire ; 
To venerable Chan's learn'd Streams reſort, 
W here Phzbas with the Sacred Nize keeps Court. 
There within/peaceful College-walls reſide, 
Forget that e're you ſerv'd a Woman's Pride, 6 
Or vainly for a haughty Beauty ſigh'd. 
Here no Intriegues of buſy Loveare known, 
Ne fooliſh Cares. moleſt the ftudious Gown. : 
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All Nature's Works, and Nature's Deity, 
Imploy our Thoughts and Coriofity. - 
How very pleaſant, Learning, are thy ways ! 
Much lighter than a Crown are Wreaths of Bays, 
But here take care of Charming Poetry; 
For if your Miad be not from Paſſion free, 
_ The Muſes ſoftaing Language will increaſe 
'The Dying-rage, and: nouriſh the Diſeaſe. 
Avoid th' inſpired Cowley's am'rous Lines, ' 
And read not eaſy Waler's gentle Rhymes: 
From Dyjdez's Moving-Tragedics abſtain, . 
And Lee's and Qtway's more patherick Strain. 
But above all thiogs, you ſhou'd never chuſg 
To write, or tamper with a Love-fick Muſe ; 
She'll lead you out to-Groves and purling Streams, 
And entertain your Fancy,with gay Theams. 
Moſt Poets are by ſome ſtrange Deſtiny 
Condemn'd to Love, as well as Poverty. 
If then your Genius bent, ſhau'd lead you on 


x 
of 


 # To viſit the clear Streams of Helicon ; . 


\ Stifle the Flame at firit, or elſe, like Love, 

By kind Indulgence 'twill more vig'rqus prove. 
Perhaps in Rural Sports you'd ſpend your Days, 

Preferring Quiet to the City's Noiſe: 

The Countrey moſt agreeing Paſt-time yields, 

W hen the gay Spring paintso'er the filing Fields, 

Or when rough Winter, envious of their Pride, 

With chilling Snow does all their.Glories hide. 

'TheW oods,the Meadows,and the Cryſtal Streams, 

For ev'ry Scalon haye their proper Gains. 

To chaſe the Foreſt-Deer' affords delight, 

And with ſwift: Dogs to urge their ſwitter Flighs 2 
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W hat brave, what manlike Muſick is there found, )” 

When Hills, and ecchoing Vallies do reſound 6 

With the loudOp'nings of adeep-mouti'd Hound! 3. 

They that have follow'd this diverting Game, 

Were never troubFd with a Czpids Flame; 

For rough Hypolitus ner felt Love's Fire 

Diana knew no fond unchaite Delire ; 

| The Virgin Daphne from Apollo runs, 

And with diſdain his fierce Embraces ſhuns ; 

| The God purſues, and in his. longing Arms 

A Laurel claſps, inſtead of Beaury's Charms. 
But now my Muſe refreſh thy weari'd flight, 

And take a view, ſo pleafing to thy fizht! 

So grateful to thy {elt! {o innocent ! 

So full of ſolid. Pleafute, true Content ! 

Of Paradiſe's lovely Boſom ſing,” | 2 


And what Diverſions fertile Gardeas bring , 

Inamel'd by the curious hang/of Spring. 

When Heav'n its Image did in Man expreſs, 

To make his Life compleat with Happinels , 

Fair Egez then it added to his ftore; 

So great the Gift, that it cou'd give no more, 

With daily care.to Cultivate the Earth, 

To watch the pretty Flow'rs fragrant Birth, 

To ſhade *em from the ſcorching Eye of day, 

And with refrſhing Water make 'em gay ; 

In time to prune the too-luxuriant Vine, 

Round the rall Elm her ſpreading Arms to twine, 

When A4utzmn comes, her burden'd Boughs to calc, 

And from the Grape its Racy Juice to ſqueeze: 

Theſe are Imployments may divert your Pain, 

And all your wonted Liberty regain. | =, 
h | our 
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Your Garden love, of that your Miſtreſs make, 
And ev'ry Flower for a Beauty take ; (cloſe, 
Court 'em each morn, when they their Sweets dil. 
And raviſh Kiſſes from the bluſhing Roe ; 
How freſh its Colour ! »ataraly Fair! 

Its Breath divine, perfumes the ambient Air! 

| But here one Caution take, elſe ling'ring Love 
Will never from your anxious Breaſt remove : 

If pleaſant Walks, and private Grottoes, made 
To cool the raging Dog-ſtar s heat with ſhade, 
Add to your Gardens coſtly Ornament, 

And ſzem to be ſo full of ſweet Conteat ; 

Shun their alluring Flatteries, for there 

Black Melancholy dwells, and deep Deſpair, 
Love's direful Furies. Oh! you're quite undone, | 
If they accoſt you thoughtful and alone ! 

From Solitude, when tir'd with Labour, fly ; 
And ſeek Diverſion from good Company. 
When Time draws on, that weary Mortals ſteep 
Their fainting Spirits in refreſhing Sleep, 
Repair not to your Bed before the Nod, - 

And drowſy Summons of the Midzight God : 
Within the Curtains are a num'rous Train 

Of Thoughts, thar rack a wakeful Lover's Brain. 
When fair Aurore ſmiles on th' Eaftern Skies, 
Shake off your Sloth, and from your Pillow riſe ; 
Nor basking on your Bed at Noon-day lye, 

For buſy Cxpid then ſtands laughing by, 

And with a thouſand wanton gay Deſires. 


_ * Revivesthe Flame, and blows rhe dying Fires. 


W hat has been faid already may releaſe 


Your Mind perhaps, and by degrees Mm—_ | 
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But if your Paſſion does ſo highly rage, 
That no Diverſion can the Heat aſſwage ;' 
Look on your Miſtreſs with a Critick's Eye, 
And narrowly into her Failings pry ; 
Whether kind Nature does to her impart 
Her Charms, or if ſhe borrows them from Are. 
But yet ſuppoſe all Graces ſhou'd combine 
To make your Lady's outward Form divine ; 
| Think what unſeemly Paſſions may controul 
The hidden 'Temper of her iamoſt Soul. 
Few can the fair One's Inclinations ſee, 
Till Hymens Torch reveal the Myſtery. 
And oh! that Man, the ſtately Lord of all, 
Shou'd down before a gaudy outſide fall ! 
Reverſe of Nature ! ſhall I whine and ſigh, 
And for a faithleſs ſenſleſs Woman dye? 
With Arguments like theſe be reſolute, 
And {ly infinuating Love confute. 

But now when to unty the Knot you come, 
Let it not be in Heat and Anger done, 
But in a mild and gentle Calmneſs part ; 
For Rage but ſhews the Anguiſh of your Heart. 
And if you grieve, be ſure your Grief beguile, 
Andclear your-Count'nance with a ſeeming Smile. 
O -2ntoxy! had'ft thou this cunning known, 
| And not thy Weakneſs toa Woman ſhown ! 
By brave YVentidius {ee the Inchantment s broke, 
The General throws oft his Servile Yoke; 
Well-mounted now the Yeterane Troops he heads, 
And fir'd with Courage to the Battle leads. ” 
But fee, cursd Face !— The Charming Queen ap- 
Graceful in Sorrow, beautiful in Tears: (pears, 
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Oh, my lov'd Lotd, (faid ſhe) my Antony ! 
Why from your Cleopatra do you fly ? 
- Are you fo bent to follow loud Alarms2?. 
Sure War cou'd never boaſt of Beauty's Charms ! 
Are thele ſoft Arms too weak to keep you here? 
Or has my Fondnefs made you ſo ſevere? 
Gothen.—-At that his conquer'd Courage reels; 
And panting Heart-pathetick Motion feels; 
Stern Mars muſt to the Suit of Yeaws yield, 
And for her Boſom leave the duſty Field. 
All the fair Sex have learnt that Eloquence, 
To make themſelves appear all Innocence ; 
When ere they pleaſe,their Eyes diſſolve in Tears; 
And waſh away the jealous Lover's fears. 

And now you thiak your Mind is diſingag'd 
From that fierce Paſſion that within it rag'd. 
Tho? all things feem wel ſetled tn a Peace, 
And all Inteſtine Broils and Diſcords ceaſe ; 
Of a Relapſe amidſt this Calm beware ; 
"ET will make your State more deſperate by far. 
If the Diſeaſe return, you may deſpair 
Of perfect Health, no Phylick can repair 
A ſecond Breach ; then with due Caution arm 
Againſt th? Invaſion of ſo great a harm. 
Keep always out of fight, avoid the place 
Which your fair Foe does with her Preſence grace; 
For Love will through the Eye its entrance find, 
' Into the dark Receſles of the Mind. 
No pledges of your former Vows detain, 
Bur to the Virgin {end 'em back again. 
Burn all your kinder Letters from the Dame, 
For ey'ry Line wilt your Defire inflame. 


On 


| 


LS 
On Pleaſures paſt you muſt not ruminate, 
Leſt that to more ſhou'd Appetite create ; 
Love, like habitual Sin, will fainter grow, 
The longer you refuſe its Joys to know. 
Yet all this Counſel is of little uſe, 

And hardly can a perfe& Cure produce 
Without a Diet too, which to rehearſe, 


| Shall be the laſt performance of my Verſe: 


Deny your ſelf of all luxurious Food, 

That with prolifick Heatanflames the Blood 5 
The Body pamper'd will at length controul 
The chaſter Reſolutions of the S6ul. 
Take not the tempting Liquor of the Vine, 
But bid adieu to the free Joys of Wine. 
What tho? it ſparkle in the Glaſs, and ſmile? 
Like faithleſs Woman it deſtroys the while | . 
To quench your Thirit, and Nature fatisfy, 
To Cryſtal Streams and living Fountains fly. 
Some vainly think that they may uſe a mean, 
And not from Pacches totally abſtain 

But (credit me) the fober Glaſs will prove 
T he moſt prevailing Argument to Love: 
For he, that with inmod'rate Wine deftroys 
His Vigour, ſeldom thinks of Beauty's Joys. 
A little moves, but too much {lakes Defire, 
As Piles of Fuel quite put out the Fire. 

My Task is ended, and methinks I ſee 
TH awaken'd Youth ſhake off their Lethargy 
Of Love. And now each Lady wonders whence 
Proceeds the cauſe of this indifference ; 
Conſults her Glaſs, and queſtions if her Face 
Retains its Features, and its wonted Grace, 

Love's 
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Love's Empire falls, no more do we invoke 

His Deity, and make his Altars ſmoke. 

See what tormenting Fears diſturb the Boy, 

Whar racking Cares the vanquiſh'd God annoy : 

With folded Arms he ſtands, and drooping Wings, 

And wide his Bow and uſeleſs Arrows flings. 

No fev'riſh Sighs now {well the Virgin's Breaſts, 

No dire Deſpair the lovely Youth moleſts ; 

But both from pow'rful Verſe receive their mu- 
tual Reſt. > | 

So the young Prophet with his tuneful Lyre, 

Did raging S#/ with gentle Thoughts inſpire z 

The angry Demon liſten'd as he plaid, 

Grew woad'rous mild, and his ſoft Notes obey'd. 
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REFLECTION 


ON OUR 
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The * "op Edition, 


— Fuit hec Sapientia quondam, 
Publica privatis ſecernere, ſacra profanis, 
Concubitu prohibere vago ; dare jura maritis; 

 Oppiaa moliri; lepis incidere ligno; 

Sic honor © nomen divinis V atibas atque 
Carmihibus venit. Hor. de Arte Poet. 
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i 0 ME 


Honoured Friend and School-Fellow , 


S 1K, | 
H E way of Dedicating now moſt in fa- 
ſbion, ſeems to me 10 ſiand in as great 


need of a Reformation, as does our Poe- 

try. For, as we take nithing to be True 

and Genuine Poetry , but whit s Light, Frothy, 
and has a wanton Air throughout it ; ſo the g: nera- 
lity ſeem to ſtand perſuaded, That an Epiitle De- 
dicatory loſes its End quite, if” not ſtuff'd up with 
groſs and open Flattery , ſufficient to call a Bluſþ 
into any modeſt Readers Cheek. But here it is a 
hard matter to judge Whether the Impudence of 
the Author, . or the Vanity of the Patron (who be- 
lieves all true that's [aid of him) does contribute moſt 


to carry on this notorious piece of Folly 


Now, ( Sir) though our Early Friendſhip, and 
Intimate. Acquaintance was the K:aſon that pre- 
wail d moſt upon me in preſenting thu ſmall Eflay 
zo Tow; yet, to ſpeak truth, there was another Mo- 
tive too, which made me the more deſirons of it, 
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and that was merely upon the account of running 
count:r to the generality of Dedicating Poets, to 
try if a particular Example might have any ſmall 
Influence in correfting the Poetical Licenſe they 
fake up n ſuch like occaſions: tor here I,was ſatis- 
fied that I might come off without the leaſt flatter- 
tng Glance, with one who (though young) has Ex- 
perience enough to underſtand, that Perſonal Re- 
[pet is not to be eſtimated by th: fine Complements 
and: Elourifhes of a F:nciful Peh.- nd for my part, 
1 think if our Poets go on at their 01d Rate but 4: | 
little lon:er, we ſhall te apt tofinterpret Epiſtles of 
this ſort as we do Dreams, by the contrary. 
' The' great Scandal that Poetry has of late been 
ſubjet to, together with the reſpeit I always had 
for it , gave occafion for the followirg RefleQtion. 
For as I was conſidering how - much this Art was 
efteemed among ft our Forefathers , and how Vene- 
rable, nay, almoſt Sacre the Name of a Pors 
was then; Surely (thotight I) the Former Hozour, 
ani the Preſent Diſgrace tf Mules le under, 
could never depend on.the different Capricto's of” two 
divers Ages, but there muſt be- ſome more rcafonable 
Ground for this matter , which if once*tiſcovered,, 
| will give a very fair opport «nity of reftoring Verſe to 
its Primitive Dignity. - Some there are who" ſuſpect, 
That the want of Genius in our [Age has given 
Poetry this deadly Wound : But they will ſoon find 
their Miſtake, if (laying aſide the blin1 Veneration 
we have for Antiquity ) thby compare the Ancients 
and Moderns in any ſort of Poetry, excepting the 
Epic. © So that we muſt ſcek ont for  fome other 
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Cauſe more probable than the former. And what 
others may ſp», I know ai; but 1 think the 
great Difference lies here, That Poetry is ngw no 
langer the Fountain of Wiſdom, the School of _ 
Vittue ; if #s. no longer 4 fit Trainer up of Touth, 
a Bridler of the Paſſions and exorbitant Deſires : 

But on the contrary, he is reckoned the Ableſt Poet, 


: Fhat is moſt' dextrous at conjuring up theſe Evil 
* Spirits, io diſturb the Calm and Quiet of the Soul. 


And this ( if I piſtake not ) is that which hath de- 
farms {o great a Beauty, and caſt an Odium on 
that: Soft excellent Art, which was once the Pride of 


_ Conquerors, and Envy of Philoſophers. 


bat T have tranſiently remark'd. in the follome 
Fang. Verſes, will IT doubt not) be diſlik'd by many 
Y. o8& R himing Sparks ; for take but the Licerty 
#iting Immodeſtly from 'em,and you have quite 
Jiao d them rf their Pegaſus; they are quite 
Tonguc-tid; 'tis with them, as Horace ſays it 
nbc Reign of the old Comedy, Choruique , 

Turpiter, obricuir, ſublato jure nocendi. 

What I have {aid againſt Love __ _ age 

T would not have apprehended /o, if I woul 
have that Paſſion quite exploded ; for F think it © 
one of the fitteſt Paſſions for Foetry, and capable of 
very great Ornaments; but then I would have it 
very nicely and delicately handled ; and what might” 
give the leaſt Offence to the ſevereſt Modeſty, = 
raft in Shades ; for it is then only that this Paſſion 


| # not to be allowd, when it goes beyond its bounds ; 


and that is. Shes the Poet's Strokes are too bold, 


Sy hs C olours too glaring. 
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T was told (which I my ſelf afterwards found to be 
true) that a great Part of my Deſign was already 
performd in the Preface to Prince Arthur. Fow- 
ever , that did ot trouble_me in the leaſt, for 1 
was wery plad to ſee mn ſelf of the ſame Opinion 
with ſo eminent an Author ; ſince T had laid a Rude. 
Draught of »»y RefleQtion che laſt Summer, which 
T then ſhew'a ſeveral of my Aequaintaince. How- 
ever, the World may think this a Sham, and I am 
very willing to be-thought indebtec#*to fo creditable 
a Perſon for what Ithave ſaid. © "La 

I ſhall make no Wpoloyy for the Tediouſneſs of - 
my Epiſtle , ſince you are too often guilty of the 
Contra:y Vice i writing to your | t 


Real Friend, 


and very Humble Servant. 
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A 
REFLECTION 


ON OUR 


Fodern Poeſy. 


F Poets be (as they pretend) i»/pir'd 
With Heat Divine, and Sacred Fury fir'd 3 


How comes 1t then, that each Poetick Piece 
Gives now-a-days Encouragement to Vice ? 
Each Lize (or-celſe we think it will nor do) 
With wanton Love, and Flames unchaſte muſt 
That ſcribling Fop that would a Poet be, - (gtow. 
Firſt bids adicu to all his Moaeſty : 
Invokes not Phxbas, but the God of Wire ; 
Crowns his hot Temples with th' inſpiring Yzze : 
The G/a/s(Dull Sort !)muſt make his Thoughts ſub- 
For ina Sober Mood what Bard can Rhime? {blme, 
But ſure Great Homer got not thus a Name : 
Nor Greater Maro his Eternal Fame ; 
Maro whoſe lofty Soul now animates 
Our Blackmore's Breaſt with true Poetick Heats ! 
Thrice Happy Man ! whom too indulgent Fare 


Reſolves to make, in ſpight of Ezvy, Great ; 
C 4 1hou 
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® Tkou ne're hadſt writ, had Willem never fought J 


The Hero's Deeds inlarge the Poet's Thought. 
Theſe Muſes chaſte as Yeftal Virgins are ; 
' Stately, not Proud ; Reſerv'd, but' not Severe. 
| wr + =uny that thro' their Works ſo bright does 
ſhine, — 
Was ſurely kindled by a Breath Divine, 
No Cupid's Puff, nor Frenzy caus'd by Wine. 
But that our Follies we at large may ſee, 
Ler's cloſely view-our Modern Poeſy. - 

What place ſo much debauched as our Sage, 
Which next the Pwlpir, ſhould corre& the Age? 
What anciently Devotion did begin, 

Is now converted to the uſe of Sr ; 
And on oyr Theatres we daily ſee 
Vice triumph o'er dejected Honeſty. 
But happy Athens! whoſe more decent Stage _ 
Was moraliz'd by Sophoctes wiſe Rage : 
Who &'re he did pretend to Poetry, 
Search'd the graye Precepts of Philoſophy ; 
 Hence'rwas he taught thoſe Truths he learnt before, 
And preftisd thoſe ſound Rules his Writings bore; 
He doubly charm*d his Modeſt Audience, 
By good Example and wiſe Eloquence. 
Philoſophers far thort in teaching came ; 
Their Naked Virtues maimed were, and lame. 
The Pear! they repreſented to the View 
Unpoliſh'd, as It naturally grew. 
 Byt Peers put a Gloſs 'ont, made it ſhine ; 
- Thea 'twas embrac'd as ſomewhat more Dive. 
What er'ſt to the Rude People ſeem'd ſevere, 
in ſoothing Verſe all-charming does appear ; 
1: 7 4 Gently 
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Gently it glides into their raviſh'd Minds, 
For Pleaſure ſtill an eaſy Entrance finds ; 
Few can the Suit, of what they like, remove, 
Or be averſe, when Beauty wooe's, from Love, 
And now what weak EX, what vain Pres» 
tence, 
Can Chriſtian Poets bring in their Defence? 
Shall Heathens teach by Nature's Glow-worm Light, 
W hat they negle& when Fairh direfts their Sight ? 
Or are our Palates vitiated, and. we 
Can reliſh nought but Yice in Poetty ? 
Muſt They indulge the 1, and ſ{ooth our Fate, 
Or elſe prevent it ere it be too late? 
If We are led away by ſtrong Delire, 
Muſt They add Fuel to the raging Fire ? 
Not fo did Orphers ; but with tuneful Voice,, _ 
Taught Salvage Mex that follow” d Nature's 
Choice, | 
That wildly fray 'din ſhrubby Brakes all day, 
— herded with the common Beaſts cf Prey ; 
E*en Theſe he taught their Paſfions to ſubdue, 
Through Error's Maze to follow Re:ſon's Clue, 
Their Mofly Caves and Grotto's to forſake, 
And fitter Dwellizgs for themſelves to make ; 
And that in Learning Greece did fo aſpire, 
Was wholly owing to his Sacred Lyre. 
Then let fome Champion for the Muſes riſe. 
Who dares be obliinately Good, and Wiſe; 
Let him but turn the Stream of Helicon, 
And make It in its proper Channel run. 
He needs not fear his Beyes ſhall wither'd lye ; 
Or that We ſhall deſpiſe his Poetry ; 
For 
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For genuine Y;rte, when adorn'd with Grace, 2 


Has ſurely Charms fo lovely in her Face, 

We all ſhou'dVice forſake,and only Hey embrace. 
But He muſt thea take a peculiar care, 

| No Wanton Scenes have in his Poem ſhare : 

A Plot and Moral let him chuſe, that's free 1 

From all th' Allays of fulſome Ribalary, £ 

Which in our Moderz Plays too oft we ſee. 

Let not [modeſt Love debauch his Rhimes ; 

- Which to excule , our Poets oftentimes 

Reply, They bring ſuch, ObjeQs into view, . 

To make us loathe thoſe Paſſions we purſue. 

But this is Falſe ; They always raiſe Deſire, 

Fan by degrees 1nus Vzlawful Fire : 

For here the Poet's Warm Expreſſions move 

Th' Unthinking Herd ſuch Paſſions to approve. 

The Wiſer Ancients did this Fault decline, 

And made their Tragedies more Maſculine. 

Each nervous Scene {ome Manlike Virtue taught, 

Untainted with the leaſt Immodeſt Thought. 

T heir /Zeroes were mgre Stern, and fit for Wars, 

Scorn'd whining Love, and Jealouſy's fond Jars : 

Not but that ſoft Humanity did reſt, _ 

And gen'rous Love in great Azxzas Breaſt. 

But Ozrs,. more fit for Capid's Childiſh Arms, 

Are Womens Fools, and Captives to their Charms. 

The Stage, which Terror ſhould with Pity move, 

With us is wholly taken up 1a Love. 

In this ( as well as other Follies) we 

Too much affef the Gallick Levity : 

Thence our Romantick Heroes firlt we drew, 


Unlike our 4r:hur, and our William too. 
| In 
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In vain it is, that Heav'n's Wiſe Providence 

Has by a Sea divided us from Farce, 

If (till their Fopperies we Imitate, 

And their vain Cuſtoms to our 1/e Tranſlate. 

| We want not Genizs for the Buskin Muſe, 

Would Britain but all Foreiga Aids refuſe ; 

Nor of our Lenguage: need we to complain ; 

|. *Tis Pompous, Bold, and firs the Tragick Strain. 
Our Poets too that have wrote Comeay, 

Have Wit enough, but fail in Modeſty. 

They ſtill forget the Ezd for which they write, 

And mind not Profir, ſo they can Delight. 

But he that wears the Sock, ſhould carefully 

| Purge all his Writings from Obſcenity : 

| And though the Age's Humour he expoſe, 

Yer no Usſeemly things ſhould be diſcloſe. 

His Plays ſhould be a Glaſs, where All might fee 

How to correC& their own Deformity. 

Terence in this might juſtly claim the Bayes, 

Whoſe Lively Draughts ſucceeding Ages praiſe: 

By him were taught upon the Rowan Stage, 

The Duties proper to each S$zare and Age. 

But here with us, in a whole Comedy 

One Virtuomws Charafter you cannot ſee : 

Rather than want for Vice, we chuſe to draw 

| Strange Moaſters, contrary to Nature's Law. 

True Iznocence the Poet ridicules, 

And Honeſty reſerves for none but Fools. 

His Gentleman he makes a Wondrous Sape, 

That's deeply read in Vices of the Age: 

His Miſtreſs and his Cloaths employ his Care 

Of all his Thoughts Relzz279n claims no ſhare. 
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The Damſel too, -c'er Fifteen Years _: TT 

Is all o'er Love, and Wanton with Deſire 5: © 
Then ftrait all Filial Duty's laid :afide,- :: | 
And nought will pleaſe heating theNameof Brides 
Which once obtain d, does ſoon'uneaſy prove; - 
And ſtill ſhe trafficks in Forbidden Love ; 

Her Husband's K/ſſes loſe their wonted Taſte , 
And ftollen Pleatures always Reliſh beft. 


Theſe Chara#ters with Witand: Language joyn? " "4 


Muſt needs Inftruft'a Yourhfol Reader s:Mind ! 
T beſe Ills,tho' gteaty yet are bur light, to Grimes 

W hoſe Horror ſhall amaze ſucceeding Times !: 

* See now the Poet's Bold in Miſchief -grown, 

And turns to Ridicule the Szcred Gows ! 

[The Grave Divine a Laugbing-ſtock he makes ; 

And the firm Baſis of Religion ſhakes: 

High Heav'n's Ambaſſador within the Scene 

Lays by his awful and becoming Mien, 

And takes upon him there (O Monſtrous fight!) 

Ts play the Pimp, or Canting Hypocrite. 

Hap py the Heathens ! whoſe Impiety 

Ne'er _—_ yet to ſuch a high degree. 

Due Reverence to their Prieſts wasalways ſhown, 

And Diſtance kept from the Myſterious Gown, 

Tirefias to the Thebans wasa God, 

Him they conſulted, and rever'd his Nod. 

But hear, .O hear ! how mighty/was the Hand 

Of Moſes, and how powerful the Wazxd, 

' That wrought ſuch Wonders 1n Proud Pharoab < 

Land! 
Revolve th' amazing Hiſtory, and learn 


The Digaity of Prieſthood to diſcern. 
S497, 


Fae 
Satzr, which was a wholſome Remedy, 
Preſcrib'd to cure a People's Malady , 


| When prudently apptrd. doth Good produce; ; 


But as all- Goods are ſubje& to abuſe, 


| :So' this of Late:no Publick Care intends, 


- | But only ſerves to black Malicious ends. 


We dip our Pens in Out when e'er we Write, 


| And all our Taſpiration is but Spite. 
| But Horace; fre&&from Prejudice and Rage, 
| With Zones id the ſmarting S7#zg afſuage: - 


His Satyr grid not as it bit, but Smil'd, 
Both Curd the Reader, and his Care bepuil d. 
Had Dyydex' never Writ, then: Britain ſtalk - 


| Had with Deſpair admir'd the Roman Skillz: 


But now, by his Example taught, we know," 
That Fize# Saryr in our Soil will grow. 

Our Sores and Little Poems, - for moſt part, 
Havecmuch degraded the Poetick Art. 


| Oa Trifling SubjeQs all our-Wit we drain; 


Which little Credit to the Writer gain. 

When theft-{ſmall Rills united in one Stream, 

Wouu ſerve to buoy up: {dine more weighty \\. 
«'Theam, 

AniFo? 'erFhe | World ſpread wide the Poet's Fame. 

Turn ove e 'ery Late Miſcellayy, - 

You hardly can a Modelt Copy ſee. (mit, 

Broad Words, and fulſome Thoughts we now ad- 

And praiſe the Nauſeous Author for a Hz. 

But ſurg/by Men of Sexſe and C nality, 

Tix Wretch is Pity'd for his Ribaldry 3 

And here the Petty Scribler's Biaſted Bays 


Is propt, but by the filly Yulgar S Praiſe. =P 
b 


( 42 ) 


But if you wou'd Reſpect or Love expreſs, 
And ſhew your Paſſion in a Comely Dreſs, 
Learn how from Courtly Waler's Deathleſs Layes| 
Chaſtly to Love, with Modeſty to Praiſe ; 
Whoſe Pen ne'er did the YVirgias Cheek with Red, | 
Nor friendly Ears with undue Praiſe miſled. | 
Were I delign'd by Kinder Deſtiny 
To Court a Myſe, and follow Poetry, = 
My early care ſhould be to raiſe a Fence T 
To guard All-Pure my Native Innocence ; 
My Infant Gezivs ſhou'd ſtrict Virtse learn, 
And Modefty ſhould be its great Concern : | 
Nor Popular Applauſe, nor hopes of Gain, 
Th' conn Brightneſs of the Heart ſhou'd ſtain. | 
For Reputation, it it once be loſt, : | 
Can never be regaind by any Coſt; 1 
*Tis Bright like Chryftal, —but *tis Brittle too , 
Eaſy to Crack, but hard for to Rexew. | 
Thea cloſely wou'd I watch m' yntainted Muſe, 
That She no Meretricious Arts ſhould ule; 
No Uanbecoming Words, nor Wanton Sound, 
The Nic-neſs of her Virgin Ear ſhou'd wound, 


So ſhou'd my Writings with the Ezezd itrive, 


And my Chaſfte Verſe to endleſs Ages live : b 


Whilſt all my Readers ſay, Lo! This is He, 
That from loag Bondage ſet the Muſes Free. 


—_—_ 
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